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Liver?

It will pay you to take good care of
your liver, because, if you do, your
liver will take good care of you,

Sick liver puts you all out of sorts,
makes you pale, dizzy, sick at the
stomach, vou stomach ache,
headache, malaria, etc, Well liver
keeps you well, by purifying your
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There is only one safe, certain and
reliable liver medicine, and that is

Thedford’s
Black-Draught

For over 60 years this wonderful
vegetable remedy has been the standby
in thousands of homes, and is today
the favorite liver medicine in the world,

It acts gently on the liver and kid-
neys, and does not irritate the bowels.

It cures constipation, relieves con-
gestion, and purifies the system from
an overflow of bile, thereby keeping
the body in perfect health,

Price 25¢ at all druggists and
dealers,
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D. F. Smithson,
UNDERTAKER,

With Renshaw & Everett.
Prompt Service Day or Night.

164,
PHONES: 1505,

| Cumberland, - - -
{ Home,

J. E. Stone, M. D.,

Office over Anderson-Fowler Co.,
incorporated.

N
Cumb, Phone : gg:ce:{;

J. Paul Keith,
M. D.,

Office in Garnett building, 8th and
Main, HOPKINSVILLE, KY.

{ Office 225-2.

{ Res. 911.

WALTER KNIGHT,
Attorney-at-Lay.

HOPR.NSVILLE,
EENITUCKY

Cumb. Phone

Court Street,
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— DENTIST.
! N nal Bar k

'OPRKINSVILLE, KY,
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FRANK
BARBER.

Hopkinsville, Kv
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Fgpeclal Attention yiven !
Putrous, Clean Linen, Satis
factory Nervice call and M

CONvIPCe(!
Bath
Baihs

vonnectics

Kooms i

25 cents

ATTEND

Fox's
DPDusiness

College

And Take a Course in

Book-Keeping,
Shorthand, Typewrit-
ing, T'elegraphy.

Because Hampton Fox is an Attor-
ney a(-Luw and is the (:u'\ one in
Hopkinsville who teaches the Benn

Pitman system with Court Report-
ing annexed, which not only pre-
pares his pupils for minor places,
but to fill official positions. Also
teach actual book-keeping from the
start.

~—— ADDRESS-—

HAMPTON FOX.

PENNY GOES
HUNTING

By JULIET WILBUR TOMPRINS

M AR R AL

(Copyright, by Joscph B.

Fowies.)

Penny wahted a rifle, and stood out
for it with her usual independence of
gpirit, Her father scolfed.

“What in thunder wonld you shoot?”
he demanded of his daughter, *“If you
really hit anything you would sit down
and cry Own up,
now-—why do you want the thing?

Penny wavered, then an amused
smile of voluntary self-betrayal made
her little pointed face, to Dudley, irre-
gistibly expressive. She brought a
picture cut from a magazine and laid
it before . her father, Jeaning on his
shoulder. It represented a young wo-
man of impossible but attractive ana-
tomy clad in a hunting suit that had
the charm and distinction of a French
romance; buttoned gaiters showing un-
stintedly, a felt /hat carrying a single
sharp feather like an accent, a gun
held dashingly under one arm.

“There! I want to look just like
that,” said Penny with a long breath
of desire and a twinkle in her eyes.

“You always want to make me hap-
py, and it is so easy,” she said plain-

—girls always do.

tively.

“But see here!” Mr. Mixter stood
out desperately. “Wouldn't the suit
do without the gun? God knows,
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Dudley Stood with Bent Head, Chilled,

Hurt, Discouraged.

vou're welcome to that! But a gun!
My dear, among other things on this
place 1 have a $2,000 bull. A stray
rifle ball—"

“Why not a shotgun?’ Dudley sug-
gested. Penny objected so adroitly
that Mr. Mixter was presently in the
position of urging on his daughter the
of a weanon he detested

She finally conced-

~ Avreron b o
advantages

as well as feared.

ed that a shotgun would do if she
could have it at once.
An hour later she was on her way

to town to make her selection and or-

der her suit. She had declined to try

1 1nd won't budge. Goat!" She threw a
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26r Indignant greeting. “T have yelled
ae just looks like a Christian martyr,

handfal of twigs at the anclent setter,
who drooled apology, but did nor stir.

“Pon’'t shoot to-day, walk with me
instéad,” Dudley urged. “I want (o
talk to you, Penny o )

to sheot,” said Peuny. ‘Then her face
cleared. “1 tell you—=you tage Rajab
back. He will always go wiih you.”

Dudley stood, with hands in his coat
pockets, and bent head, chilled, hart,
distouraged.

“I suppose I sex
and persistent as Rajah,” he said, after
a pause. “Perhars he ‘beligeves you
really do want him, in spite of your
actions. 1 know I have been trying to
think that, though without much suc-
cess. I will go, and not bother you
again, if you tell me to.”

Penny appeared to be considering.

“I'd rather have you than Rajah”
ghe finally decided; “but if you stay,
he will. Do take him down, like a good
soul.”

Dudley turned and strode away, pre-
senting a stiffened back. Rajah, read-
ing purpose in his gait, rose and fol-
lowed of his own accord, and Penny
was left free to go on with her sport;
but the woods sent forth no echoes.

Dudley stayed away three days.
Then, after packing his belongings and
making the farewell arrangements his
dignity demanded, he rode over to say
good-by. No one wag about,”so he sat
on the steps in the late afterncon sun-
light and waited.

Presently a shot sounded faintly
from the direction of the pasture, Fif-
teen minutes later Penny came across
the lawn, a pale Penny, walking with
shaky bravado, her gun still at the
sporting angle, but the arm that held
it there visibly unsteady.

She smiled brightly at Dudley, then
sat down on the steps as though her
knees had been abruptly withdrawn.
“Had a small adventure,” she sald,
with a langh that was half gasp. ‘T've
proved my point about the bull, any-
way; he's a dangerous beast, Also,
I have saved father's life—though he
doesn’t especially appreciate it.”

She looked down thoughtfully at the
gun across her knees, and, seeing how
Her hands were betraying her, thrust
them behind her back, :

“What happened?”
anxiously.

Penny looked for all the world like
she'd lost her last friend.

“The bull, of course. Father would
cross the pasture, just to show off, and
oune of the dogs had to rush in and
make the bull furious. Sq natyrally,
he charged at father—who dropped his
theories and sprinted.” A shudder
seized her.

“You poor girl!" .

“It was more like poor father.” Hear
gpirit was still persistently game,
though tottering. “It looked like the
proper moment for me to save his life
—1 had always warned him I should.
I didn't want to kill the creature, just
to lame him, so I aimed low. Oh, there
wasn't a moment for anything, Dudiey,
truly. You know I shoot pretty well
now, when I'm cool!”

“But did you wing the bull?" Dudley
asked excitedly, Her lip quivered.

“No:; I—1 wung father!”

“What?"

ni to you as tiresome

Dudley asked,

She hurst into tears

1

o acress his  knee——it  really

as nything. And it did save
life. For it sc-ared him so much wor:
han the b-bull, he inmped way to ont
ide, and the Least charged right past

over the very spot! And so he had

itime to d-double round a tree and got

over
|

i But he wasn't grateful.

the one until the other had been sent
a week later. Then she ‘cams
udly down the front steps for the
fit of Dudley and he
and gun at exactly the d ing
and beamed frank satisfaction
the i 1 & Dot ¢ 1
R
on, Dud \nd latile
| ¢ S ! this ab
b ¥ on f h Dudle
n a i I for a day
and a night
“Don't go near tl bull. pa re,” |
called Mr. Mixter after them {
“Not much! Penny called back— }
1 partin f f ontended |
hat no i. nro Iy ved. ] ;
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leoper than amugement. He beszan to
nd out from the inside the meaning
of many old, familiar phrases, amon=
them the psalmist's "sick of love”
Three times he grimly mounted his
horse and rode over to take his refusal
and say good-by. The third time she
had last been seen going off to the
woods with her gun, and be set out on
foot after her, determined that an-
other sun should not go doWn on hisg
misery of false hope.

He found her sitting on a stump
with hier gun across her knees, rage in
her face; at a little distance, cowed,
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Pen I hey hot ) sat
lown } a i ag hie

ht ¢ hi ta duhbio

‘It \ loud he said Did 1
) anythin ‘

Y } P didly w 1 vonu
learn not to s} VOIY eyes 1 Dud-
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I f an ho '
hit things,"” as ahe cxplained
to h father
‘You will be glad of it yet,” she |
teld him Some day 1 may save vour |
life!"
‘H'm!" said Mr. Mixter | hope
m lock the degs up when yon go
I markmansghip improv 80
esently she ! 1 O 20
hyv hergelfl i I
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ednees and inner ehagrin, It seemed

ossihle to get  any hold on this
ful and friendly young woman,
vho never appeared to feel anything

leause
ler?” he

I did save his life

It’s the end of

the fence,
shooting for me!”
You poor ¢hild!
he asked.
“The ¢art came by and he got in to
the doctor. Dudley, for
father too0 an

jut where is he?"”

a0 down to
once I have made my

y,"” she said, solemnly ‘T'm—I'm
frightened to death!’

You only grazed him?” His arm

about her unrebuked

Oh, ves—but he's all the madder.
[f only something awful enough to di-
ert him would happen before he gets
back

“Can't w ind something?"

A emile began to struggle through
her 1

“1 know cne thing that might."
i
i5s

Bui I am

not elever enough: I can't

Well don’t YOu the—tthe

daughte:

think
loging his only
he stopped abhruptly

I ect ol

Not that I'd ever really leave him,"
ghe amend®d when she was allowed to
emerge. "Who takes me takes him.”

“Yes, dear girl." '

“And then, you see, having fright
cned him to meekness, we can eomfor:
him with that.” She no longer pulled

way from hin.

» would not look at him, and |t
there was nothing
an amuszinent.

“Penny, are you taking me only be
yon are afraid to face your fath
asked gravely,

“Um h'm,” she assented,
her closer. .

“Penny, ace you?”

“Yep."

“Peney, are you?"

His eyes were Insistent, She tried
to meet thexn with deflance, but sud-
denly a tide of red swept over the lit-
tle, pointed face, & quick, siinginy
glorigus color that left her no defenses
~-the first real blush of her life. She
broke away from him, covering her

voice Appr s

He Adrew

humble, Yut as W as herself,

face with her handas, '
"Go away! I hate you!" she eried.
But Dudley laughed from m very
de atented heart; he

% rl:

1t him, I've chased him, I've hit him~ |

“1 started to shoot, find I am going |
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52 Left over from our fall pur-
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chases. All of them are new
and in gooa condition. Best
brands on the market.
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Look at the Saving.

3 Plush Chase Robes, original price, $8.50, cut price......... . ... $6.50

»
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4.25
7.40
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1 Silk .4 £ 6 Py
2 Ayers 5A. Plush robes (
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8 Rubber lined 5A robes ki, 380 e e L R
4 Light 5A robes o 5 200 e L 140
7 *“ Single Chase robes* “ ANy oot 2, 140
This offer will last until March 1st; come early
and get your choice. They won’t last
long at these prices.
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From Isaac Shelby to ). C. W. Beckham

smmmeesums ALL OF

KENTUCKY'S GOVERNORS

PROPRIETOR

The First Time Thelr Pictures Have Ever
Been Published.

The Evenlng Post has for several years endeavored to secure pictures of all Kentucky

Governors and has at last succeeded in securing them through the assistance of the Ken-

tucky State Historical Society, ¢ - 14
In order to place these pictures in a permanent form, they have been arran in a

group in an up-to«date Atlas showing, Kentucky with the latest census, pictures of

all the presidents of the United States, Rulers and Flags of all nations, steamship routes,

statistical data, history of the Russo-jatmn ‘War, also late maps of the United States, Pan-

ama Canal, Fastern and Western Hemisphere, reports of the last three national census

and much other historical i=lgrmation,

Livery and
This unique and valuable Atlas is FREE to ALL EVENING POST SUBSCRIBERS.
If not now a subscriber send $3.00 for a full year's subscription by mail or §2.00 for six

Feed Stable.
month's subscription, Understand that these rates are by mail only and that the sub-

- scription price by carrier or agent is 10 cents per week,

The Evening Post publishes six or more editions daily and the latest edition is sent to
each reader according to the time that it will reach them.

The Evening Post is first in everythiug and has the most State news and best
market reports,

¥or all the people and against the grafter.

Independent always,

¥For the Home,

Corner /th and Virginia Streets,

Hopkinswille, Ky.

The Evening Fost, covisvieie, ny.

.

Spnecial Price on Chart and Evening Post with this Paper
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